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Says man's trae9 genuine estimate,

The grand criterion of his fate,

Is not, art thou high or low ?
Did thy fortune ebb or flow?
Did many talents gild thy span?
Or frugal nature grudge thee one ?
Tell them, and press it on their
As thou thyself must shortly find.
The smile or frown of awful Heav'n,
To virtue or to vice is giv'n.
Say, to be just, and kind, and wises
There solid self-enjoyment lies ;
That foolish, selfish, faithless ways,
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base.

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep
To the bed of lasting sleep;
Sleep, whence thou shait ne'er awake3
Night, where dawn shall never break,
Till future life, future no more,'
To light and joy the good restore^
To light and joy unknown before.

Stranger, go ! Heaven be thy guide !
Quod the beadsman of Nith-side.
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